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face. Her own friends desert her the minute she shows spirit."
"Well," said Wizzie with a sigh, "now that you have been
so good, Jenny, as to buy these things for her, I think, if you
don't mind, I'll take her out to that tea-shop in High East
Street just below No-man's place. I believe Til go with her
and see TheP this afternoon, If you say I'm too good to No-
man I may as well tell you what I think I'll do after we've
had a bite to eat. I think I'll run up to that room of his and
tell him Lovie and I are going out to Glymes if it stays fine,
and may stay there for tea."
Jenny Dearth laid down on the bed the sash she held in her
hand and, impervious to the fact that the child was just going
to put the thing on, began scrupulously folding it, as if it were
to be deposited in a cedar-chest for fifty years.
Wizzie's decision to take her daughter out was a bitter blow
to her. Lovie's appearance on the scene had been more than
an exciting event to Jenny. It had given her a solid new interest,
independent of her grievance against Claudius. Thus the idea
of being left alone for the rest of the day in Friary Lane, with
Claudius free to spy on her from his solitary quarters, filled her
with a sense of desolation.
Knowing well what her friend was feeling, but not at all
inclined to spare her, Wizzie now went over to the fire, lifted
Lovie out of her armchair and began to dress her on the hearth-
rug in all her new clothes.
"I must say I can't quite understand," she now said to Jenny,
leaving Lovie to stare for a moment into the flames while she
crossed over to her dressing-table to get her big white comb
for the child's curls, "what you have against Mr. Cask. I don't
know anything about politics but I can't see myself quarrelling
with D. No-man, even if he started calling himself an anar-
chist. I know how teasing men can be. Gracious! I've
heard D. arguing with Mr. Quirm, till you'd have thought
it was a matter of life and death, whether Maiden Castle was a
town or a fort. Why do you look at me like that, Jenny?"
Jenny, erect by the table, folding and unfolding in her
fingers the sash for the child's waist, had already assumed the
look of indignant grievance which, according to D. No-man,
made her face at once handsomer and more human.
"I'm not saying this because he was nice to me and Lovie.
Pm saying it because—because we're friends, Jenny. I used

